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Thi Tragedie 


Exmt, 


But where to morrow? well all is one for that.* 

Who hath defcried the number of the foe? 

Nor. vSix orfeuen thoufand is their grcateft number* 
Kwg. Why, our battalion trebles that account, 

Belidcs, the Kings name is atowerof llrcngth. 

Which they ypon theaducrle partie wain.- 
Vp with my tent there, valiant Gentl^emen, 

Let vs luruey the vantage of the field, 

Gall for fomc pen offound diredfion. 

Lets want n‘o difcipline, make.no delay, 
for Lords, to morrow is a bulie day. 

Safer Richmond mth the Lords, 

Rich. The weary Sunne hath made a golden feat,. 
And by the bright tracke of his lierie Carre, 

Giues fignall ofa goodly day to morrow: 

Where is fir Wdliam Brandon, he fliall bcare my ftanderd, 
The Earle of keepe his regiment, 

Good captaine ,beare my good night to him, 
And by thefeeond hourein the morning, 

Dcfirethe Earle to fee me in my tent, ^ 

•Yet one thingmore,good.5/«»r before thou goeft, 
Where is Lord j’f<r»^quarterd,doeftthou know? 

Biant, V nles I haue mifiane his colours much, 
Which well I am alfur’d I haue not done. 

His regiment lieth halfe a mile at leaf!, 

South from the mightie power of the King. 

Rich, Ifwithoutperillitbcpoffible, 

Good captaine3/»«f beare my good night to him, 
And giue him from me, this mofl needfull fcrqwle, 
Bimt, Vpon my life tny Lord, lie vndertakcflt. 
Rich, Farewell good B/ant. 

Giue me fome Inke and paper in my tent, 

Be draw the forme and modle of our battell, 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall fti engtb: 
Come, let vs confult vpon to morrows bufinelfe. 

Into ourtent, the aire is raw and cold. - . ' ' ‘ 

Enter K, Richard, Ner.RAtcliffe,Cateshie. 

Xif>£. Whatisaclocke? 


Ccf. 




what, IS my Beauer eafier then it was. 

And all my armor laid into my teot* ; 

■ cl It is my Liege,and all things arc in rcadineffe, 
jCw. Good Norf<dk£ hie theeto thy charge, 

Vfecarcfull watch.chufetrufty Centmell. 

Nor. leoemyLord. , ,r c rt 

JS:/»g.Stur with the Larke to morrpw geMeNerfolkf. • 

iVi’r. I warrant you ray Lord. • . 

King. Catesbie. 

Rat. My Lord. ' 

King, Send out a Purfeuant atarmes 

To regiment, bid him bring his power ! 

Before Jun-riling, lead his fonnet/fiw^^fall 

Into the blind caiie of cternall night, 

Fill me a bowleof wine, giue me a watch, 

^’addle white Sarrej for the field to morrow, 

Looketbatpy ftaucs be found and not too hca.uy Ratciiffle* 
Rat, My Lord. • • , , , 

King, Saweft thou the mdAncholy L.NarthumherlaiMS 
•Rat, Thomas the Earle of Smrejixsdi himfelfe, 

Miichlike Cockfhut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the armie chcaringvp thefouldicrs. 

King So I amfatisfied, giue roe a bowleof wine, 

I haue not that alacritie of fpirit. 

Nor cheare of mind that 1 was wont to haue; 

Jet it downe, is Inke and paper readie i 

Rat. It is myLord. ' - ■ : ' 

Bid my Guard watchjleauetnee, r 

about the midft ofnight come to my tent 
Andhelpetoarmeme.-Ieauetnelfay. Exit 'RatcB^, 
Enter Darby toRiehmondinistent, 

Dor. Fortune and vidVorie fit on thy helme. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can afford 
Be to thy perfon , noble father in lawe. 

Tell me how fares our noble mother? 

Dar. I by atturney blelTe thee from thy mother^ 

Who prates continually fot Richmonds good, 

L t 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22319 ) LONDON, 1622 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C. 34 .k. 5 l) OctaVO 



